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THANKSGIVING WITH DAD'S BOSS 


Thanksgiving with dad’s boss wasn’t how | expected to 
spend Thanksgiving. 


But when my dad’s boss misses his flight out of town this 
older man joins us for dinner, but secretly this younger 
woman has been hoping we’d join in another way since the 
first time | laid eyes on him. 


The first time | saw him a few months ago was the first 
time | knew I'd finally found the man I wanted to have my 
first time with. 


But as the weather outside cools, and things between us 
heat up, will my dad’s boss give me a raise I’m thankful 
for, or will my dad risk his job, and my one shot with the one 
older man in this world | want more than anything? 


*Thanksgiving with Dad’s Boss is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger 
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CHAPTER 1 


Thalia 


“You didn’t set the right number of plates,” my dad says. 


“Dad, we always put out an extra plate on holidays and 
birthdays in mom’s memory.” 


“I know, sweetie,” he says as he pulls me in fora hug. “But 
we need four plates set this time, not three.” 


| scratch my temple as my head pulls back and one eye 
closes. “Four?” 


“Yeah, | thought I told you. Maybe I forgot. Last night | 
invited my boss after he missed his flight out for the long 
Thanksgiving weekend.” 


“Mr Thorn?” If that’s who he’s talking about he definitely 
forgot to mention it. Just hearing the sound of his name 
coming from my mouth right now reminds me of all the 
times | swear I’ve woken up in the middle of the night 
moaning it. 


“Yeah. You remember him. The tall, built guy in the suit 
from the company’s summer barbecue. How he stays in that 
good of shape at thirty-five years old is beyond me. Maybe 
he'll share a few of his secrets.” 


Mr. Thorn isn’t the only one with secrets. I’ve got a big one, 
or two, that I’ve been dying to share only with him since | 
first laid eyes on him. 


Suddenly the rapping of thick, solid fingers on equally solid 
hardwood echoes all the way through the house from the 
front door My back straightens and | feel my body tighten 
as my nerves go on edge. 


“Wonder why he didn’t use the doorbell?” my dad asks as he 
goes to answer his boss’s masculine announcement of his 
presence. 


Because he’s a real man. A throwback. A boss in and out of 
the office. 


And because of him I’ve never been so nervous, and 
thankful, to sit down for Thanksgiving in my entire life. 


CHAPTER 2 


Trevor 


| close my eyes and take a deep breath in through my nose 
and out my mouth as I hear footsteps coming towards the 
door. 


Quickly my eyes open. If they have one of those 
surveillance cameras or if someone flicks a light on and 
looks through the peephole | don’t want them to see that I’m 
mentally off-balance for the first time in nineteen years. 


It’s the same technique I’ve used to center myself since | 
first started my own company way back at sixteen. | used to 
pitch investors on why they should put their money with 

me. | think most of them took my meeting out of sheer 
curiosity, wondering how in the world a sixteen-year-old had 
built a half a million-dollar company in six months. And | 
think the other half had some sort of pity for the kid whose 
parents passed away in a car crash. 


Nobody invested and looking back I’m glad they didn’t. 
It just made me angrier and hungrier. And now all the 
proceeds from the company go right into my pocket, not 


somebody else’s. 


But nineteen years is a long, long time in the business 
world. 


But not in life. 


Because that’s the age of Thomas Taylor’s daughter Thalia. 


And she’s the only reason I’m here, or anywhere other than 
on a beach somewhere, this Thanksgiving weekend. 


The door swings open and | prepare for my mouth to drop, 
but instead it’s her father “Mr Thorn,” he says. “Please 
come in.” 


“Happy Thanksgiving, Thomas,” | say. But if his daughter 
isn’t here then there will be absolutely nothing to be 
thankful for this year. 


Thomas shows me to the dinner table where there are four 
places set. My mind flashes back to his company file. To the 
best of my knowledge there’s only him and his daughter. | 
would make three. But I’m not about to start asking if he 
invited anyone else. 


There’s only one person I’m interested in and she’s not here. 
Fuck. 


The massive erection | had when | knocked on the door just 
seconds ago quickly subsides. | already jacked off three 
times today before | came over, each climax more powerful 
than the one before. It seemed like there was nothing | 
could do to get my dick to go down. 


Until now. 
The deflating thought of coming over here and her not being 


here is enough to make me want to pound my fists on this 
man’s table. 


| feel like I’ve been tricked, but I’ve got no one to blame but 
myself for coming here with only the intention of seeing 
her...or more. 


“Do you like cranberry sauce, Mr Thorn? | know that’s 
somewhat of a polarizing thing to the palette of many 
people come Thanksgiving.” 


What ever happened to simple English? “It’s fine,” I say, 
getting angrier at myself by the second. | need to finda 
way to get out of here quick if she doesn’t show. If | charter 
a private plane | can still make it down to the Caribbean in 
time to see the sunrise from a cabana on the beach, which is 
way better than drowning in my sorrows with a bottle of 
Jack, pissed off that Thalia isn’t here. 


What was I thinking coming over here anyway? | thought | 
could come over here and make his daughter mine just like 
that? 


Damn right. 
But look how that’s turning out right about now. 


A girl like that...the one | saw at the company barbecue... 
she’s probably got guys lining up for her at college. She can 
take her pick of the ambitious guys, athletes, heck anybody 
she likes. 


A growl comes from deep within my stomach out of 
nowhere. The thought of her with somebody else fills me 
with rage. 


“You must be starving. | heard your stomach growl from all 
the way in the kitchen,” Thomas says as he enters the 
dining room with a huge tray containing the turkey. 


Yeah, I’m starving to taste the sweetness of your daughter, 
buddy. And since she’s very obviously missing from this 
soiree | feel like the biggest turkey in the room. 


CHAPTER 3 


Thalia 


| shut my bedroom door upstairs behind me, lean against it, 
and count down from ten to one. 


| need to get myself under control, but judging by the goose 
bumps that cover my entire body, my pebbled nipples 
poking through the material of both my bra and my dress, 
and the wetness in-between my thighs I’m a very long way 
off from being in control of myself 


The second my dad told me Mr. Thorn was coming over | 
darted up the stairs, freshened up my face and slipped out 
of my jeans and T-shirt and into the same lacy, white dress | 
wore to the summer company barbecue. 


The same one he saw me in for the first time. And the same 
one | saw him fixated on for the entirety of that afternoon. 


If it worked once I’m hoping it can work again. 


But as | take a step forward my knees wobble and | realize 
my big girl game with the dress and the ruby red heels isn’t 
working at all. 


But | don’t care. | Know what I want and what | want is him. 
| push past the thoughts in my mind that tell me I’m crazy 
for doing what I’m doing and | move toward the top of the 
staircase, making sure to hold the rail. 


The minute | reach it I’m holding something else entirely... 
direct eye contact with him. 


He’s staring me down just as hungrily and with that same 
feral intensity he did a few months ago. 


He immediately shoots out of his chair, sending it flying 
backwards and tipping over onto the floor as he stands like 
someone announced a princess is about to descend the 
stairs. 


The gesture made by this powerful man, who according to 
the papers is a billionaire although money doesn’t excite me 
nearly as much as simply being around him does, makes me 
feel more powerful in my own right. 


My shaking hand slides around the corner of the horizontal 
railing upstairs to the vertical railing of the staircase leading 
downstairs just before the loud sound of my heels on the 
steps which should bring his eyes right to me. 


| feel my pulse on the side of my neck and | swear | can 
smell his musky scent all the way up here. 


My eyes move across his body as | take in the sight of his 
broad shoulders in his deep blue sports coat with the subtle 
lines on it, likely made from the finest Italian wools. 
Underneath there’s a gray button up shirt with an elegantly 
Striped tie. 


He looks like he stepped right off the covers of GQ and 
Men’s Health, both his body and his wardrobe are 
impeccably masculine at the same time. 


Just like the three-day-old beard growth he’s sporting and 
his thick, brown hair which is combed back off his handsome 


yet rough looking face. 


But the most sexy, powerful, and intimidating thing about 
him are those deep brown eyes that shoot lasers right at me, 
warming me with each and every step closer | get. 


| feel like | could get lost in those eyes and | do as | approach 
the last few steps realizing he picked the same side of the 
table | did. 


He’s going to be sitting right next to me. 


The thought has me giddy and lightheaded but as I go to 
take another step when my heel touches down it wobbles 
causing my ankle to roll and my hands to leave the railing as 
| brace for the smack that is coming as | feel myself starting 
to tumble face first towards the floor. 


CHAPTER 4 


Trevor 


I’m still hypnotized by the sight of her when she first starts 
to fall but the thought of anything happening to her, any 
harm coming her way, snaps me back to reality and | slide 
forward in my dark dress shoes and snatch her out of the air 
at the last second. 


Even though she’s light as a feather and I’ve already 
secured her | feel my hands gripping her soft, smooth skin 
tighter... possessively... letting her know I don’t ever plan on 
letting her go. 


| feel the heat from her skin transfer up my hands and 
throughout my body and just as quickly my throbbing 
erection which had subsided is right back up, wanting 
nothing more than to be inside her like I’ve fantasized about 
multiple times daily since | first laid eyes on her. 


| can’t let her see that, but my muscles and my mind are not 
working in tandem right now. | feel her warm breath on my 
shirt, piercing the fabric and warming my chest. 


My heart beats even faster. 


| tilt my hands back, bringing her body in an upright 
position as she steadies her feet on the ground. 


“There’s no rush,” | say as she moves her foot around trying 
to seat it back inside her heel but her foot keeps fumbling 
the shoe from one side to the other. “We've got all night.” 


And just like that she slides her foot right into her shoe like 
Cinderella as she looks up at me and all | want to do is tell 
her that she’s my princess, but that would be a lie... because 
| really want her as my queen. 


And she will be 


“You embarrassed, T,” her dad says, but I don’t turn to 
acknowledge his words to let him know he’s wrong. 


| see the redness in her cheeks and immediately know it’s 
not embarrassment from almost falling. It’s something else 
entirely. 


| can see how flush she is...the way the vein on the side of 
her neck is pulsing out and back as it pumps blood through 
her body. 


And I can feel her heartbeat racing in my hands and it 
makes me realize I’m still holding her tight, making sure she 
knows she’s mine and no one else’s. 


| loosen my grip with one hand and with the other | take the 
back of her chair, pulling it out for her. 


She bashfully smiles and then nods as she moves to sit, my 
hand keeping her steady. 


As | slide the chair in my, head moves in closer to the back 
of hers and | can’t resist breathing in deep, feeling a few 
hairs coming up and tickling my nose as my eyelids flutter. 


Fuck. 


The sweet smell of her golden locks have my cock twitching 
and | swear | could come right here and now if | don’t calm 
down. 


Good luck with that, Trevor. 
Because I’ve been in this young woman’s presence now on 


two occasions and calm is the last word | would use to 
describe the way she makes me feel. 


CHAPTER 5 


Thalia 


“Sit tight,” my dad says. “I got one of those fancy turkey 
cutter things this year off the Home Shopping Network. Let 
me go grab it.” 


He steps out of the dining room and I’m thinking of grabbing 
something myself...that huge steel pipe | saw protruding 
from Mr. Thorn’s dress pants as | fell forward almost right 
into him. 


But instead | slide my hands down on my thighs and try and 
stop my thighs from quaking. My knees are practically 
knocking and my entire body feels like it does in the 
moments just before | explode in the upstairs bathtub when 
| think about the man sitting right next to me. 


“Thank you for coming, Mr. Thorn,” | say. | wince slightly at 
my word choice but he takes it in stride. 


“Thank you for having me, Thalia. And please call me 
Trevor.” 


“Okay,” | say “How did you... know my name?” 
“The companies summer barbecue,” he says. 
“But we weren’t introduced,” | say. 


He continues looking in my eyes, but I think what he’s really 
looking for are the right words. “I must have seen it on the 


sign in sheet or your dad must have told me,” he says. 


“Told you what, Mr Thorn?” my dad asks coming back in the 
room with one of those electric turkey cutters and I’m 
already worried he might end Thanksgiving with less 
appendages than he started with. 


“Your daughter’s name,” he says. 


“Nope. Wasn’t me.” My dad stares down the turkey and 
then slowly his head moves to Trevor as if it took hima 
minute to process what it means that his boss knew his 
daughter’s name before he personally told him. He seems to 
dismiss the thought as he goes back to focusing on the 
turkey. 


But my mind is still wondering. And I’m also wondering why 
he told me to call him by his first name while my dad is still 
addressing him formally. 


Is my dad just doing that out of respect or did he never 
extend him the same invitation? 


“Okay. Here we go,” my dad says. “Any certain cut you 
prefer, Mr Thorn?” 


“Breasts,” he says and my mind immediately flashes to the 
Sweat running down between both of mine. “And thighs,” he 
Says as my legs flex and my back straightens up in my chair. 


Much to my surprise my dad manages to slice the turkey off 
fast and efficiently. “Man, you really can learn anything 
these days just from a few YouTube videos,” my dad says 
triumphantly. “For our guest,” he says handing the plate 
across the table from us. 


l'm not sure if he means for me to take it and hand it to our 
guest or he’s going to hand it to the guest, so | reach for it. 


And so does Trevor 


My arm brushes against his thick forearm which feels like 
the intertwined rope that you might see on the anchor of 
one of those giant cruise ships. 


While not as thick as those anchor ropes, his forearm 
muscles are just as dense, hard, and feel like something I'd 
very much like to be anchored to...or anchored down by if he 
were holding me down in my bed claiming me as his own. 


| also notice the hair on his arms, something that I’m not 
used to, and the fact that it’s standing on end. 


My eyes move from the plate to his arm and | see goose 
bumps, letting me know I’m not the only one who's having 
an involuntary reaction to their dinner company. 


We make eye contact and both freeze. 


My mouth opens slightly and I hear a growl reverberate from 
his throat and return somewhere to the depths of his insides. 


If he's anything like me, his insides are feeling like a volcano 
right now, ready to blow. 


CHAPTER 6 


Trevor 


Two hours later I’ve finished my meal, but | still feel anything 
but satiated. 


Because the real hunger | have, the one that’s pounding in 
my skull like a drum and making my stomach feel hollow as 
a cave, is my desire for her. 


To taste her. 
To feel her skin on mine. 
To consume her just like she consumes my thoughts. 


“| should be going,” I say. “Before | do... before it gets too 
late.” 


Thalia’s pupils dilate at my Freudian slip as | feel her leg 
press against mine underneath the table, my cock 
hardening to the point where if she even blew on it | would 
unload like Mount St. Helens. 


And it’s no coincidence that it’s been dormant since 1980, 
not too many years longer than I have. 


Although I’ve had plenty of chances with women over the 
years | was always too focused on my business and some 
might say foolishly, holding out for the one 


The one that most people give up hope on only to settle at 
some point in their lives. 


Never me. Fuck that. 


I'd rather die celibate than share such a level of intimacy 
with any woman. 


I’ve been on my own my entire adult life. Finishing the way | 
started doesn’t scare me one bit. 


Or at least it didn’t until now. 


Now all | can think about is how impossible my life would be 
not to have her. Not to make her mine. Not to give her the 
thing I’ve been saving for the one and only person in the 
world who could make me feel this way. 


Her. 


And the best part is | can tell by looking at her, by her smell, 
by her touch...that’s she’s completely innocent. 


We're perfect for each other and although | don’t believe in 
the stars or fate or any of that astrology mumbo jumbo... 
well, maybe it’s time to soften my stance on that kind of 
stuff. 


Because there’s nothing else that can explain how the two of 
us wound up here. 


And on the day you’re supposed to give thanks no less. 
All these years | was thankful for everything that happened 


with my business...all the money, toys, and freedom it 
bought. 


But just the sight of her reminds me, shakes me from my 
bachelor slumber, that the adrenaline rush from making 
more money than | could spend in five lifetimes can’t 
compare to five seconds with her. 


And | need a few seconds to step outside and let that cool 
night air hit my face, and my pants, and cool me down so | 
can drive home and try and get my heart rate back to a safe 
level. I’ve been redlining the entire time I’ve been here. | 
feel like I’ve been doing sprints on an exercise bike at the 
highest setting while sitting in a sauna. 


It’s dangerous the place she takes my insides to...the way 
she makes me feel so alive and focused. 


But it’s time to get out of here before | completely lose 
control and take her right on this damn dinner table like the 
wild, possessed beast she’s turned me into. 


“I'll grab your jacket,” she says, moving towards the room 
where she took it off after dinner began. There was no way | 
was going to make it through this meal, sitting next to her, 
without passing out from heat exhaustion with that thing on, 
even though the room was comfortable at seventy degrees. 


If only that spare room had a bed, but it doesn’t. Fuck! My 
dick jerks at the missed opportunity of sliding in there with 
her right now and getting the release | need. 


Even just to have her hand on my cock, stroking it to 
completion. She wouldn’t even have to stroke. Just looking 
at that monster would set it off at this point. There’s evena 
good chance I'd make a fool out of myself and finish before | 
even got it out of my pants if she were in there with me. 


| walk with her father towards the front door and watch as he 
pulls back the curtain. 


“Oooooh boy,” he says. 
“What’s wrong?” 
“Your car.” 


My eyes narrow at the thought that something might have 
happened to my car. 


“My car?” | ask. “Someone didn’t steal it or something did 
they?” 


“No, it’s there all right. And | doubt anybody is going to be 
stealing, or moving it, anytime soon.” 


What kind of cryptic talk is this guy stammering on about? 


| move towards the door and see a heavy snowfall coming 
down. 


“When did this start?” | ask under my breath as Thomas 
checks the weather report on his phone. 


“Looks like right after we sat down to eat. Snowstorm just 
blew in. Been dumping for the last couple hours. Five 
inches so far The main road is completely blocked.” 


“Here’s your jacket,” the sweetest voice in the world says 
behind me. 


| turn and see her standing there, holding it out so I can 
slide my arms right in. 


But the look on her face tells me we’re both thinking of 
Sliding something else right in to something she’s got. 


“You can put that jacket back in the spare room,” Thomas 
says. “No way Mr. Thorn is leaving here before morning.” 


| watch as Thalia’s lips part slightly and the smallest of 
devious smiles brings the corners of her lips up ever so 
Slightly. 


CHAPTER 7 


Trevor 


| lie on the couch and roll over on my side for the umpteenth 
time. 


Even folded out it’s not designed to fit a man who’s six foot 
five inches and two hundred and thirty pounds. 


I’m practically in the fetal position in my underwear. | 
haven’t slept this way since | was a kid. 


But no way was I sleeping nude on the Taylor’s living room 
couch, and no way was | going to fit into any of the spare 
clothes Thomas offered me from his own closet... unless | was 
going to use his T-shirts as arm warmers. There was no way | 
was getting anything more than an arm through the part of 
those shirts that he put his entire torso in. Sometimes | 
forget how big | am. 


When I roll over onto my stomach the edge of the cushion 
catches my boxer briefs, springing my cock free and the 
fucker springs back and forth off my stomach a good inch or 
two above my belly button like a diving board I’m reminded 
of just how big | can get for her. 


I’ve had plenty of hard-ons in my life, but not like the ones | 
get when | think of her. 


And since this last summer all | do is think about her, which 
has resulted in a big fucking problem. 


One that needs to be solved. 
And the solution is just up those stairs. 


| toss and turn some more wondering what her room is like. 
Is it as feminine and small as she is? What would it be like 
to take her in her own bed with her father right on the other 
side of the wall? 


We'd need a lot more than a snowstorm to keep him from 
waking up from the hurricane that unleashed the moment 
my fingers touched her skin. 


| roll back over wondering who in the hell in these parts 
doesn’t own a snow shovel. Thomas said his broke last 
spring after the last snowfall and he hadn’t had a chance to 
buy anew one yet. He wasn’t expecting a snowfall this early 
in the year. 


And he wasn’t expecting a wolf to be sleeping on his couch 
tonight... one that’s so damn close to climbing up those 
stairs and devouring that little lamb in it’s bed as | howl at 
the fucking moon in triumph of my conquest. 


But conquest is the wrong word, unless I’m talking about the 
way | want to conquer every single thing about her... most 
importantly her heart. 


As much as my desire for her is physical, that could never be 
enough for me. 


And she’s so much more. She’s smart as a whip, sharp as a 
tack, and has the manners and politeness that would make 
any man fall to his knees. 


But there aren’t going to be any other men. Only me 


And once I heard she was the one who cooked that dinner? | 
was finished. 


I’m not the kind of guy who wants to lock away his woman in 
the kitchen, especially in this day and age, but just to know 
that she does have those kinds of skills... talk about a bonus. 


| try and tuck my cock into my damn drawers, but the fucker 
doesn’t want to go. He’s pointing straight up and in this 
position that’s straight towards her room. It’s like he’s the 
North Star trying to lead me in the right direction...a 
compass that only knows one way. 


To her. 
My body is hot, even without a sheet. | need some water. 


| stand up which allows me to situate myself | look 
ridiculous. | have my underwear pulled up so tight it’s 
squeezing the life out of my balls which are overflowing with 
the seed | want to bury deep inside her But hiking them up 
this high is the only way to keep my dick covered while | go 
get a glass of water. 


| walk to the kitchen, fill a glass and drink it down, followed 
by another. 


I’ve got to do something to get my mind off of her so! can 
get some rest, even if it means filling myself with water so | 
focus on that. 


| put the glass in the sink and walk back into the living 
room, immediately freezing. 


She’s there, standing by the window watching the snowfall. 


She looks like an angel or because of the scene taking place 
right outside the window it makes her look like she belongs 
in one of those snow globe things...so perfect and an image | 
want to freeze in my mind. 


| just stand there, watching her As more time passes | 
notice my breath tightening and my hands forming fists, my 
body subconsciously trying to tell me not to touch her. 


It isn’t right. 


This is wrong in so many ways. | should walk back into the 
kitchen and sit down. 


But! can’t. She’s all I’ve been thinking about since the 
summer...the only woman who has ever had this effect on 
me and her grasp on every part of me isn’t about to let up 
soon. If anything, | want it to intensify as her tight pussy 
milks every drop of seed from my cock as | fill her so full 
there's no way she doesn't get pregnant on the first try. 


She’s the only one I want and the longer I stand here the 
less control | have. 


“It’s calming isn’t it?” she says without turning around. 


She knew | was here the whole time and she just let me take 
in the sight of her without saying anything until now? 


| don’t say anything in reply as | don’t trust my voice at all 
right now. If | open my mouth | know | won't be able to close 
it... until | taste every last inch of her 


Slowly she turns around and I see she has on an extremely 
thin white T-shirt on, her nipples poking right through the 


fabric. | can practically tell the shade of pink from here. 


One side of the shirt is hanging off her shoulder, exposing 
her delicate collarbone and my eyes hone in on it, wanting 
to plant my first kiss right there and just work my way 
across...and down. 


My eyes dart back to her lips and then to the bottom of her 
Shirt. It’s long, but not that long...hanging past the bottom 
of where her panty line should be but not much more. 


Does she have short shorts on underneath? 
Panties? 
Not a damn thing? 


My nostrils flare at the thought, inhaling a big breath of the 
thick air between us, but even through it | swear | can smell 
my woman in heat. The wolf in me has reappeared, not that 
it ever went away since the moment | knocked on that door 
earlier this evening. 


“Calming is the last word I’d use to describe what I’m 
looking at right now,” | say as | run my eyes up and down 
her frame. 


Her eyes follow suit going straight to my groin reminding me 
| look well beyond my age with my underwear hiked up so 
high, but it’s too late now. 


“| can see,” she says as she takes in the sight of the rod I’m 
saving just for her “Watch the snow fall with me,” she says. 


| move slowly towards her, never taking my eyes from her. 


“Why watch the snow fall, when I can watch your beautiful 
blonde locks fall around your shoulders instead?” | bring my 
fingers up by her face, sliding them in-between her strands 
of hair feeling them slide effortlessly in-between my fingers 
realizing just how soft she is compared to my hardness. 


Then | flip her hair and | do just what | said I'd do... watch it 
fall to her shoulders and then slide down her back like the 
ocean returning to the sea. 

And | want to see more. 


“Do you like that?” she asks so softly | can barely hear. 


A growl rumbles through my throat and the void from 
touching her, if even only her hair, gnaws at me to the bone. 


“More than anything...except this,” | say as | lean in as my 
mouth crashes down on hers. 


CHAPTER 8 


Thalia 


| feel lightning shoot through my body, my panties 
drenched, my knees weak. 


He pulls back from my face, looking at me like a rabid 
animal that’s gotten its first taste and now all it can think 
about is having more. 


But not just more. All. Everything. 


And that’s exactly what | want to give him... if he doesn’t 
take it first. 


“Tell me you don’t feel the same way | do. Tell me the crazed 
look that | know is covering my face right now doesn’t show 
the same desire you have inside. And tell me you don’t 
want this as much as | do.” 


“I've wanted you since the summer barbecue... since the first 
time | saw you looking at me it made me beyond moist and 
ready for you to open me and show me what I’ve been 
missing... what only you can provide.” 


“This is yours if you're ready,” he says grabbing a handful of 
his junk over the top of his hiked up boxer briefs, but still 
coming up way short of getting his entire manliness 
contained with just one hand. “But you have to be sure, 
because once we start there’s no going back.” 


“There’s nothing to go back to. Everything before you isa 
blur, like it was just practice for this. For the feelings you 
give me. For the way you and only you make me feel truly 
alive when you look at me. The way you undress me with 
your eyes and the way it gets me so hot to the point where | 
feel like | could explode...to the point where | just want my 
clothes to explode off me and for you to make me yours.” 


“Make you mine,” he growls, his deep baritone voice finding 
another octave lower as it sounds like he’s dragging leather 
over hot coals. 


| feel my hands and arms shaking, Knowing I’m close. 
Knowing we're close. 


“All | Know is | want you...for you to have me the way you 
want to have me. For you to take me with the same reckless 
abandon with which you're looking at me.” 


“You're not ready for that.” 
“Maybe lam. Maybe I’m not. I’m probably not prepared, 
you’re right. And that’s what excites me and scares the hell 


out of me at the same time.” 


He licks his lips and | feel my nipples aching for him to take 
them in his mouth. 


“There’s no safe word. No stopping me. Once I start I can’t 
be stopped. Not when it comes to you.” 


“Good, because | don’t want you to stop. Not now. Not 
ever.” 


Suddenly he steps straight toward me and his hands clamp 
down on my hips lifting me right up and off the floor. 


| wrap my legs around his back as our lips wrap around each 
other’s as our tongues dive deep as we facefuck each other 
like we’re trying to pull the antidote for every need in the 
world out from each other’s throats. 


| feel my body moving and | don’t know if we’re moving or 
Spinning. 


| grab the back of his head and pull his kiss into mine, as my 
fingers slide through his hair, my nails finding first his scalp 
and then his back. 


| feel his colossal cock grinding into me and | push my 
stomach forward feeling the friction wondering how in the 
world he’s going to fit all of that into little ol’ me. 


| have no clue, but damn do I sure want to get it inside me or 
die trying. 


| pull my lips off of his, panting hard, trying to catch my 
breath and realizing he’s the only oxygen | need. 


His face dives back into mine and we continue our French 
kiss on steroids before suddenly my body tips to the side 
Slightly. 


| hear candles crashing and look over my shoulder quickly to 
see his forearm following through on the swiping movement 
it made on the dining room table, clearing it of everything 
except the smooth lacquer finish. 


My ass comes down on the cold surface, but | barely notice. 


He drops to his knees and my legs wrap around his head, 
pulling him into my pussy, but he overpowers me, grabbing 


my panties and pulling my legs up high and my panties 
straight off. 


He inhales hard through his teeth and the tsking sound has 
my chest heaving and my back arching. 


“This pretty, pink, shaved, glistening pussy is mine and all 
mine forever,” he says. His hands come forward spreading 
me wide open and his tongue dives deep causing my eyes to 
shut. 

Suddenly | feel his mouth come off my cunt and I’m furious. 


My head jerks up and | see him standing, staring down at my 
hole, my juices dripping from the corner of his mouth. 


“Spread your legs for me. Show me what’s mine, beautiful.” 


| open my legs wide and | hear him breathing hard through 
his nose like he’s a bull about ready to charge. 


“Tell me the sweetest thing on earth is mine and only mine 
forever.” 


“It’s yours,” | whimper. 

“What’s mine?” he says, demanding one and only one reply. 
“My pussy. It’s yours. Take it and make it yours,” | say and 
his face charges right back into my sex as his tongue pierces 
my hole as he sucks my juices from me, obsessively 
possessing them before | even get a chance to give them to 
him myself 


“I’m gonna come,” | say loudly, but not quite a yell. 


He says nothing but the ferocity with which he consumes my 
cunt speaks louder than if he’d shouted his approval. 


His thumb finds my nub as his tongue licks around my hole 
and he slides a finger in, pressing down and just like that 
everything goes dark, followed by a flash of light, as | unload 
a tidal wave of wetness onto his face. 


My pussy greedily seizes his meaty finger, wishing it were 
his cock, but knowing this is a good warm up for the giant 
five course meal he’s got just waiting for my tightness there 
underneath his underwear. 


| flop like a fish on the table as a second wave washes over 
me and then a third taking me places I’ve never been and 
showing me things | didn’t even know | was capable of 
before. 


Because all the fantasizing in the world about him couldn’t 
have prepared me for this. 


| feel his tongue swipe circles as he cleans my cream like a 
fiend, the tip of his tongue dabbing at my folds and then 
moving back and forth like a windshield wiper over my wet 
hole. 


Until | feel him blow on my tender pussy he just claimed and 
feel that it’s dry as a bone. 


“Everything okay down there?” my dad voice echoes from 
upstairs. 


| roll off the table so fast | knee him in the head on my way 
down to the floor | hit with a thud but feel nothing, my 
body completely filled with adrenaline and endorphins. 


“Just a nightmare, Thomas. You can go back to bed,” he 
growls. 


“Okay, just checking,” my dad says. 


| hear the door shut and | bite down hard on my fist as I’m 
completely laid out on the floor, trying not to laugh. 


My entire body spasms with laughter of the best kind. The 
kind that’s so deep that no noise even comes out, not that 
there’s anything else inside me to give right now He 
emptied me completely in seconds. 


| just look up at him and through the light from the window 
he gives me a wink and then a smirk, and | know I’ve found 
my partner in crime for life. 


And our next big score can only be one...the heist of a 
lifetime. For him to steal my virginity right out from 
underneath my dad’s nose. 


CHAPTER 9 


Trevor 


| lie flat on my back in the middle of the living room floor. 
The draft is the only thing that’s keeping me from 
spontaneously combusting after she filled my face with her 
sticky sweetness. 


| stare at the ceiling glad that that pumpkin pie, which was 
delicious, wasn’t my only desert of the night... nor anywhere 
near the best one 


Feasting on her right there on the dining room table was 
exactly how things should be, because | can live off the taste 
of her alone. 


Why would I ever need a Red Bull or Gatorade when the best 
energy drink in the world is what she’s producing naturally 
inside of her, and I’m the only one who will ever know the 
depths of its taste and the effects with which it can 
invigorate. 


A visual of her standing above me and squatting down on 
my face while my tongue swirls figure eights around her clit 
as she climaxes repeatedly into my face, fills my mind. 


My body is completely horizontal and my cock is completely 
vertical. It’s so hard it’s pulsing off my stomach. 


But as bad as | want to deflower her tonight | can’t. Not like 
this and not here. 


After what happened between us it’s only a matter of time 
until | do claim her properly, and put a child in that beautiful 
belly of hers. And then nine short months later l'Il bea 
father too. Damn, just the thought of it and | can hardly 
wait. 


But we'll remember our first time forever and she deserves 
better than some ravishing sexcapades in her downstairs 
living room. 


And as aman who realizes for the first time in his life that 
he’s found the one and only to make a family with, | have to 
respect the title of father And I have to respect her father 
as much as I can and not do things to his daughter right 
here in his own home. 


But damn it’s gonna be tough. 

If she comes back downstairs tonight all bets are off. | won’t 
be able to hold back and no one on this earth will be able to 
hold me responsible for what happens between us. 

And once we get together in a way that nothing can come 
between us from doing what we were born to do together, 
then nothing will ever come between us in any other facets 
of life again ever. 

Because once she’s mine, she’s mine. 


I’m going to keep her close and never let her go. 


Because when | say she’s mine, | mean she’s mine in every 
sense of the word. 


CHAPTER 10 


Thalia 


The smell of bacon, eggs, and coffee tickles my nose as | roll 
over in my bed and throw my hand over Trevor... but he’s not 
there. 


| shake my head from side to side and wipe the sleep from 
my eyes. 


Then | smile. 

After what happened last night | came back up to my room 
and slept like a baby, but now that I’m awake | know the 
reason why. 


| thought the big pillow next to me the entire night was him. 


A giggle escapes my lips as my dreams are quickly fading, 
but they’re still just foggy enough to remember. 


Did | mount that pillow and ride it in a semi-conscious, at 
best, state? 


| check the pillow and see a wetness, my hand immediately 
coming up to my mouth. 


“Oh my god,” | say. 


“That’s what I thought when | tasted Trevor’s breakfast. He 
sure Can cook.” 


| turn to the crack in my door and see my dad standing there 
in his “World’s Best Dad” T-shirt | got him for Christmas last 
year. As a matter of fact | bought it one year ago today on 
the biggest shopping day of the year, the day after 
Thanksgiving. 


“Dad,” | say, pulling the covers up to cover my chest. | can 
feel that my high beams are on and they only shine for one 
man and one man only. 


The man who apparently has more skills with his hands than 
even | knew. 


“Sorry. Come on down and get a plate. See for yourself It’s 
on the table,” he says as he steps out of my door and | lie 
back down trying to remember all my dreams from last 
night, but unfortunately can’t. 


But one thing's for certain...the part that wasn’t imagined. 
The part where he took me and made me feel pleasure 
beyond my wildest dreams. 


I’ve never slept so good in my life and | don’t have to be 
Einstein to figure out that it’s because he shattered my 
reality late last night with his tongue 


“Wait a minute,” | say under my breath. My mind 
completely alert even though | just woke up. First of all that 
never happens...me starting the day with this much energy 
and second of all this is the first time I’ve heard my dad refer 
to his boss by his first name. 


I’m not sure if | smell something fishy here or what Trevor is 
cooking up when it comes to getting in good with my dad, 
but | do smell that breakfast that he cooked and | definitely 
want to give it a sample before it gets cold. 


| solash some water on my face and throw on a baggy 
sweatshirt and some sweatpants and bound down the stairs 
like I’m five years old and it’s Christmas morning. 


“Mornin’, men!” | say. 


Trevor turns from the stove, making our biggest cast iron 
Skillet look miniature in his big grasp, and gives me a smirk. 


Does he look incredible all the time? 


“You've got more energy than I’ve ever seen for it being 
before about four in the afternoon,” my dad says. 


“What time is it?” | gasp. 


“Don’t worry. It’s just a bit past nine. | woke up not to long 
ago thanks to Trevor’s culinary skills.” 


“You cook?” | say. 


“| saw some things in the fridge and once | spotted that cast 
iron skillet it was on. | figured I’d whip something up real 
quick.” 


| look at the table where my place has a cup of orange juice, 
a cup of milk, two perfect sunny side up eggs, halved toast 
that is perfectly buttered with apple butter, and five strips of 
bacon. 


“| can make pancakes if you prefer or get you something 
else if you don’t eat meat or drink milk,” he says. 


“OQooooh no!” | say bellying up to the table. | stare at the 
smorgasbord that looks so inviting I’m not even sure where 


to start. Suddenly | laugh. 
“Something funny about the way | cook?” Trevor says. 


| look at the table realizing my plate is in exactly the spot 
where my middle was last night when Trevor, shall we say 
dined, on a very different kind of meal. And I look at the 
glass of milk and realize it’s just about in the same spot 
where my left breast would have been. | giggle again before 
turning to look at Trevor who gives me a knowing wink and 
turns back to making more food on the stove, which gives 
me a good view of the width of his powerful back. | can 
make out the rippling muscles underneath his crisp white T- 
shirt. 


How come | can’t start every morning like this? 

And | haven’t even tried his food. 

| balance a piece of crispy bacon on my fork and bite off a 
mouthful. My eyes close and | literally consider moaning it’s 
SO good. 

“Better than leftover turkey?” Trevor asks. 


“So. Much.” 


“So much like the amount of money Trevor and | are gonna 
win in the office football pool this week, right Trev?” 


“Right,” Trevor says as he high fives my dad and | feel like 
the world has completely flipped over on its head. 


“Speaking of that I’m going to head into the office and do 
some research so | can pick my winners,” dad says. 


| shake my head partly out of disbelief for how good these 
fried eggs taste and partly out of complete disbelief from 
what I’m hearing from the two guys in the room. 

“Okay. I’m off,” dad says. “You'll be here when | get back?” 
“I'm not sure, dad,” | say. 


“| was asking Trevor actually.” 


My mouth drops open and | close it quick and then 
practically choke on my eggs. 


“Right here. Ready to strategerize,” he says. 
“Strategerize? Is that even a word?” my dad asks. 

“It is now,” Trevor says and they high five again. 

My dad slides on his coat and slips right out the front door. 


“Did | wake up in a parallel universe or something?” | ask in- 
between bites that are too good to put down. 


“No, but | was hoping that we might get parallel a little bit 
later...or sooner,” he says as his arms wrap around me from 
behind making me feel safe, warm, and protected even 
though the back of the chair is somewhat in-between us. 


“Remember last night when you were watching the snowfall 
and you asked me if it was calming,” he says. 


“Of course,” | say leaning back into him. 


“Well this is what I call calming. Having you in my arms 
feels like Sunday morning and it’s so calming to know in my 


arms is right where you belong.” 


| swallow my food and pucker up, turning my head back 
around and his lips come down on mine for the first kiss of 
the morning. 


The front door comes flying open and Trevor’s big hands 
come off me and grab my plate. 


“I'll be happy to clear that for you,” he says. 

My dad laughs. “You know from outside where it’s tough to 
see because the window is so fogged up it looked like you 
two were hugging and about to kiss, but it’s just because 
you were reaching around her to clear her plate,” he says. 


“Yeah, imagine that,” Trevor says as he casually takes my 
plate to the kitchen. 


My dad looks at the plate and sees there’s still some food on 
there. His eyes narrow and go to mine and then to Trevor's. 


“She’s saving room for pancakes,” Trevor says. 


My dad nods, grabs his gloves and windshield scraper and 
heads back outside. 


The minute the door closes | exhale hard. 
“Oh my god,” | say fanning myself with one hand and 
placing my other in-between my chest. | can feel my heart 


bouncing off my hand. “That was so close.” 


“He doesn't have a clue,” Trevor says. “But he will soon 
enough.” 


My eyebrows narrow as | look straight ahead. 

“And what | mean by that is your dad is actually a cool guy. | 
never really took the opportunity to meet him, or any of my 
employees really, until this morning.” 

“Oh yeah,” I say turning around and feeling a warmth in my 
stomach at the idea that Trevor and dad might actually be 
more than just two men who work together...that they might 
be able to be... friends. 

“Yeah, | should get to know more people around the office.” 
“But my dad,” I say. “You think he’s cool?” 

“Sure, why not? In a dad sort of way.” 


“What do you mean? You didn’t talk about me did you?” 


“| didn’t have to because he couldn’t stop. He’s so proud of 
you, you know.” 


“Yeah, he’s a great dad,” | say. 

“And a smart one too,” Trevor says. “But let’s hope he’s not 
Smart enough to figure out what’s going on for a little while 
longer,” he says, moving over to the window. 

“You said you’ll be here when he gets back?” 

“Yeah, the road to my house is completely snowed in. The 
snow plows worked all night and the busiest streets are 


drivable, so your dad’s headed into the office.” 


“The office? On the day after Thanksgiving?” 


“Yeah, he wants to study up for the office football pool this 
week.” 


“Yeah, my dad loves football. But wait..he’s never talked 
about an office pool before.” 


“Because we just started one this morning. He’s going to 
email everyone from the company email account when he 
gets in. He’s so excited. | put him in charge of running it 
and everything.” 


“Don’t you have worry about gambling laws and things like 
that these days?” 


“Well, to be honest | don’t care much about who wins or 
loses when it comes to football this weekend. You know 
why?” 


“Why?” | say as he moves away from the window and back 
towards me with a look that’s quickly bordering on the one 
he had last night before he put his mouth on me. 


“Because when it comes to gambling, | already won the 
jackpot.” 


“The money from your business?” | ask with a sly smile. 
“Nope,” he says getting closer. 

“The cars and toys and vacations?” 

“That’s what I used to think, but not... any... more,” he says 
just before he stops right next to me. He’s so big | can’t 


even see around him to see the window. I swear it’s a bit 
cooler and darker just from the reflected light he’s blocking. 


“Then what could it be?” | ask wanting to hear him say it. 

His big fingers come up from his side and rest right along my 
jawline as he tilts my chin up even higher. He turns my 
head slightly to the side. 


“I wish you could marvel at the impossibly high cheekbones 
which have my full and undivided attention right now.” 


“And also your desire?” | say, placing my hand right on top 
the fabric that’s covering his quickly elongating erection. 


“Truth be told... my everything,” he says. 
He leans forward and his face stops just short of mine. 


My eyes close and | feel the heat from his face, the warmth 
of his touch. 


| should be worried about my dad busting through that front 
door, stomping the snow off his boots, and then stomping 
his feet in anger 


But | can’t. 


All | can think about is him, and how I’m so close to getting 
what | want. 


To feeling the passion from his lips. His calloused hands 
running over my body. And to watch as he loses control and 
takes me like he did last night. 


But this time nothing stopping us because I’m ready for him 
to take me completely. 


His mouth moves in closer, closing the space between us 
and my lips part slightly. 


Just when I can’t take it anymore and the anticipation has 
me practically pooling in my panties, his lips softly caress 
mine before quickly turning hungry and we're right back 
where we left off. 


CHAPTER 11 


Trevor 


“We really need this snow to get cleared,” | say, forcing my 
lips off hers. 


“Why?” 

“Because if this continues | won’t be able to stop.” 

“Who said anything about stopping. | want you now. Here.” 
“You deserve more. You deserve better.” 


“You deserve to have some of that stress relieved from your 
face.” 


“Come again?” | say. 


“Oh I will, but this time | want to taste you,” she says. 
“Where's your shirt? Your button down?” 


“| think your dad put it in the closet.” 
“Is he gone?” 


“Let me check,” | say walking back over to the window. His 
car is gone and the tire tracks lead right out to the road. 
That’s the one nice thing about this snow No guessing 
about where he might be. “Yeah, he’s...” | say turning 
around to see she’s disappeared. 


Suddenly | hear the song Run the World (Girls) by Beyonce 
coming from somewhere in the house. 


“Up here,” she says from her bedroom. 


I’m up those stairs like a fireman running into a house to 
save a life, but the real life that’s being saved is mine. 


Her youth, freshness, exuberance and just everything about 
her makes me feel like anew man. And damn if | wasn’t her 
man. 


The music gets louder as | approach her room. 


| put a finger on the slightly ajar door and slowly push it 
open. 


She’s over in the corner of her room in my button down and 
nothing more. At least that’s what it looks like and what my 
cock is telling me. 

“I’m so damn hard for you.” 

“Why don’t you show me how hard you are?” she says. 

| walk over towards her as she slowly unbuttons the buttons 
of my shirt, exposing her cleavage and all | can think of is 


how | didn’t see her breasts last night. 


And how I’m going to make that my number one priority 
right now. 


To feel them in my grasp as | Knead them and suck on her 
nipples as my tongue traces the outline of her areolas. 


But just as | reach her she drops to her knees and runs a 
finger along the fly of my pants before kissing the fabric 
where the head of my dick should be. 

But it’s not because it’s pointing skyward. 


| slide my hand into her shirt taking her breast and working 
it around in my grasp. 


My head leans back and my eyes close as | find her nipple, 
twisting it gently but with just enough pressure to know how 
much her perfect body is turning me on. 


“| could come just from your touch,” she says. 


“Do it. | want to see your face and hear you moan my 
name.” 


“| will, but first...| want the same from you.” 

With one motion she yanks down my pants and underwear 
and her hands stack on my shaft as she moves her head 
right down on my cock, licking around the head of my dick 
and | feel my balls pulling up already. 


“You tasted me now | get to taste you. It’s only fair” 


“But what’s not fair is I’m not going to last long,” | say in- 
between shallow breaths. 


“Good, because | can’t wait to feel your power and taste you 
in the back of my throat.” 


“Fuck,” | Say. 


“| may not be experienced, but I’ve thought about this 
moment, fantasized about it, for months now. And now that 
it’s here I’m going to do exactly what I’ve been wanting to 
do.” 


She kisses the head of my dick and with one motion she 
slides her warm mouth over my rod and | have to flex my 
thighs to try and stay upright, but it’s barely working 
because all the blood in my body is in my dick. 


“Oh fuck, baby. Right there. Just like that,” | say as my 
hands find the top of her long, blond hair as my hands move 
back and forth with her movement. | let her be in control 
first and foremost because that last thing | want to do is jam 
my entire cock all the way down her throat. Scratch that... 
that’s the first thing | want to do, but that’s not how | treat 
my queen. And secondly because she’s doing this better 
than | could have ever imagined. 


| hear her moan and feel the vibrations from her throat on 
the head of my cock and it takes all the willpower | have not 
to finish right then. 


She pulls her head back and a loud popping sound echoes 
off the posters on her walls from the vacuum seal that was 
broken when her lips came off me. 


She begins stroking my shaft slowly and then faster and 
faster until her hands are moving furiously over my cock 
which is fully lubricated with her warm saliva. 


“Tell me when you’re gonna come,” she says. 


“Fuck, I’m close,” | growl and just like that she strokes even 
harder. 


Her hands fly off my rod and her head takes over and | try 
my best not to apply pressure to the back of her head but | 
have no clue if | succeed or not. 


I’m completely lost in my thoughts of her pleasing me. 


| look down and take in the sight of her and just then she 
looks up at me and we lock eyes. The sight of her on her 
knees pleasing me and looking up at me pushes me over the 
edge. My dick pulls back and just before it shoots forward 
like a cannon | tap her twice on the head and she braces for 
my load. 


She moans as my arms goes numb and | shoot another 
geyser and another followed by a slight tremor and then | 
feel myself getting completely lightheaded. 


| lean in, putting my hands on her shoulders and brace 
myself as | go down to my knees and then fall on my back. 


Her lips never come off me as she cleans me up. 

| just lie there, my eyes closed and my mouth open. 

| feel a cool breeze, just what | needed and realize she’s 
opened the window, but | still can’t open my eyes to 
acknowledge anything in existence right now. 

What she did to me was otherworldly, and then | feel her 
snuggle into the crook of my arm as she pulls a blanket over 
her before quickly pulling it off. 


“| guess | won’t be needing that,” she says. “You're on fire.” 


“You're on fire,” | say pulling her in close sliding my hand in 
her shirt and gently caressing her beautiful breasts as my 


other hand slowly glides through her hair. 


| close my eyes again and realize one of the most 
unbelievable moments of my life is right here, right now... 
lying on a pink carpet staring up at a ceiling that’s above a 
tiny twin bed with a couple of Hello Kitty posters on the 
walls. 


| can’t help but laugh. 
“What’s so funny?” she says. 


| open my eyes. “How long it took me to find out the true 
meaning of life.” 


“What’s that? Tell me,” she says with genuine eagerness 
and enthusiasm. 


| bring my hand off her chest while the other continues to 
play with her incredible hair. 


Just as | bring my index finger to rest on her nose | Say... 
“YOU. 


n 


CHAPTER 12 


Thalia 


“All the board games we have are right over there,” | say. 
“On that shelf” | point over towards the wall and Trevor gets 
up off the couch to go check them out. 


After taking him in my mouth we simultaneously stimulated 
each other with our hands and then he put his mouth on me 
just as needily as he did last night...and | lasted just as long, 
as in not very long at all. 


| quit counting climaxes at five realizing they were starting 
to run together. At this point | don’t know where one ends 
and the next one begins as it seems he has me in a constant 
state of release 


And that’s how | feel when I’m with him. Like he’s a nice 
warm ocean that just washes over me giving me pleasure 
and taking all my troubles away. 


| don’t have a care in the world when he’s around and it’s 
one of the few times in life where the real thing lived up to 
the hype, and boy had | ever hyped him up in my mind. 


The funny thing was | never felt like I’d be let down. You 
read stories in magazines or on social media of people who 
have celebrity crushes and things like that and then when 
they meet them they’re completely disappointed. 


Somehow | just knew that wasn’t going to be the case. Even 
though I'd built him up to legendary levels in my mind | 


always knew he’d not only meet them, but he’d exceed 
them. 


And one thing | could use in excess right now is what he just 
gave me... cuddle time on the couch as we watched a movie 
and ate popcorn. 


But | have no idea what that movie was even about nor do | 
care. 


The real entertainment was trying to throw popcorn kernels 
in each other’s mouths, the reward and the “punishment” of 
course being the same...a big ol’ kiss. 


And when we weren't playing with our popcorn we were 
teasing each other, spanking each other, tickling each 
other... you can pretty much insert anything you want before 
the word “each other” Anything but “making love” that is. 


He told me we absolutely have to wait. He swears on doing 
the actual act right, even though when we were play 
wrestling earlier the head of his dick grazed my folds and if 
it hadn’t caused me to lose my breath and all sense of time 
and space, | would have willed my way down his pole with or 
without his approval. 


But that’s not how a true couple, a true team, works. 


| know that’s what we are, but as the moments pass the 
feeling only gets stronger and stronger. 


“Who's this?” he asks. 


“Who?” | say. 


He takes a picture from the mantle and stares at it, his eyes 
shooting lasers right through it. 


“My friend. He needed a date for his senior prom a few years 
ago.” 


“He was your boyfriend?” he asks, turning towards me and 
redirecting those lasers on me. 


“No, no, no. Nothing like that. Just a friend. A neighbor” 
“He still lives around here?” 

“No, he went away to college somewhere,” | say. 

He focus turns back to the picture. He places it on the 
mantle, but doesn’t take his hand off of it. Then he spins it 
around so it’s facing the complete opposite direction, his 
fingers still on it. 

He just stares at the back of the frame as if doing so he can 
somehow melt the part of the picture on the other side 


where the boy’s standing. 


Then he brings the picture off the mantle, opens a drawer, 
and puts it inside... face down. 


“How about Scrabble?” he says. 


I’m not sure if | want to open my mouth to laugh at what he 
did or to say, “Oh my god.” 


Trevor definitely has a bit of a jealous streak, and no 
question is he possessive. At one point | practically thought 
he was going to bite into that picture and tear it apart like a 


pit bull shredding a stuffed animal that got too close to its 
teeth. 


| feel like boys my age are pretty apathetic when it comes to 
most things these days, and life in general. 


The girls at school used to complain that you can’t get them 
to commit to anything and here Trevor is committing to me 
so fully, completely, and without question. 


| have to admit it turns me on to know my man is totally 
invested in us. And even though some high school neighbor 
boy who I went to prom with just as friends is just that, a 
friend, it’s exciting to watch Trevor react to him in that way. 
If only Trevor knew that he has more masculinity in his little 
toe than that boy does in his entire body. 


“Scrabble sounds good. | subscribe to the Word of the Day 
app so it will be good to see if | can put it to use.” 


Over the next few hours we have the funnest game of 
Scrabble I’ve ever played, but as we near the finish line the 
game gets more challenging. 


At one point I’m trying to form a word when suddenly | see a 
solution. 


| spell out orphan on the board and then look up at Trevor, 
waiting for him to congratulate me on being able to put 
together a word just before | ran out of time. 


But he doesn’t congratulate me. He doesn’t even look at 
me. He just stares at that word and it’s then | realize it has 
more meaning than | could have ever imagined. 


“Let me see if | can come up with a different word,” | say and 
| reach for my letters to remove them. 


Before | can put my fingers on the tiny wooden squares, 
Trevor’s hand comes down and wraps around my wrist, 
reminding me just how much bigger and more dominant he 
IS. 


“No. It’s a good word. Well played,” he says. 


| look up at him and I’m not sure if | should just go with a 
thanks or give him a chance to talk through what’s 
obviously bothering him. 


“Are you okay?” | ask, opting for the latter option. 


“Never better,” he says, but his fingers are still wrapped 
around my wrist. 


A good ten or twenty seconds of complete silence pass and 
then he suddenly blinks and shakes his head from side to 
side. He looks down at his hand and releases my wrist. 
“Sorry,” he says. 


“Trevor, you have to tell me if something’s bothering you. | 
don’t like this... this... not communicating. It’s not good for 

our re-... what we have.” 

He just looks up at me and | fear | may have gone too far. | 

may have pushed him at a time when | should have relaxed 
and let him come to me if he wants. 

“You're right,” he says. “You’re absolutely right.” 


“It’s okay, we don’t have to talk about it,” | say. 


“No, we do. These last few minutes have made me realize 
some things about myself...and about us.” 


“About us?” 


“Since | saw you everything has been about us. Everything 
led up to our coming together this Thanksgiving weekend. 
It may not have seemed like it back in the summer, it may 
have just seemed like lust or passion, but it was always 
more. Always. And now that we're here, that we have each 
other, we have to have each other entirely And that means 
you should know what you're getting into with me.” 


| just sit still realizing he’s about to open up entirely. | like 
that he sees the benefit in it and | especially like that he’s 
going to allow me in emotionally, versus just the physical 
stuff which we've been taking advantage of up to this point. 


“My parents passed away in a car crash when I was young. 

It made me mad at the world. | thought the world was 
unfair But it also showed me I have to live each day like it’s 
my last. | took that energy and channeled it into building 
something...something that could take my mind off the pain, 
something that could have made my parents proud if they 
could have been here to see me, and something that could 
change lives. 


| tried to secure funding and failed. Most people looked at 
me with curiosity or pity, when all | wanted was to be 
respected for my work and not looked at as someone to feel 
sorry for. 


| wasn’t able to convince anyone to loan me a dime. Looking 
back it wasn’t my inability to pitch my idea. That was solid. 
| Know now it was because they must have sensed my 


underlying anger. For me it was what drove me, but to them 
it was a big red flag. 


That just drove me more. | became obsessed with learning 
about business and growing my company, and | did. 


But in the meantime the loss of my parents and the non- 
acceptance of the business world turned me off of people for 
a long time. 


My dream to change lives manifested in me only seeing 
people as cogs in the wheel...a big spinning wheel that | 
created and that practically printed money. 


But all the money in the world is useless unless you can 
truly enjoy it. 


| thought | could, with the toys and houses and trips, but 
sitting in a room overlooking the Eiffel Tower by yourself 
isn’t a way to live. Neither is scuba diving off the coast of 
Australia or Mexico and seeing sharks, but having no one to 
turn to and simultaneously raise your eyebrows to and show 
that you’re both scared, but together you’re strong. 


It’s those emotions in life that | never had, that | missed out 
on because I was so focused on one emotion and one 
emotion only.” 

“Anger.” 


“But when I saw you that all changed. 


| saw light to my dark. | saw clear skies to my clouds. And | 
saw a bright future versus my reign of terror. 


And this morning when | kind of hung out with your dad, | 
Saw what real family life could be like. Partly because | 
never tried, but most importantly because of you. 


If you would have asked me if | could be friends with your 
dad before | came over here on Thanksgiving | would have 
told you you were crazy. 


Why? Because | wasn’t the kind of guy to have friends. 


But now | see how much I've been missing and | don’t want 
to miss it anymore. | want you and | want everything that 
comes with you. | want every piece of you and | want you to 
have every piece of me, because that’s exactly what I’m 
giving you.” 


| uncross my legs and stand up, moving around the board 
and wrapping him up in a hug. 


Tears stream down my face and | kiss him hard. 

“I’m so sorry.” 

“Thank you, but it’s okay now. _ I’m good.” 

“Thank you for sharing. Thank you for letting me in,” I say. 


“Always, beautiful. My heart and my mind are always an 
open door for you.” 


“AS are mine.” | take a deep breath and pull my face back 
from his, my chest heaving. “My mother passed away when 
I was young. My dad’s been doing this parent thing all by 
himself for a long time now. He had to be the dad and the 
mom, trying to figure it out as he went. And | have to say 
he’s done an amazing job.” 


“Yes he has,” Trevor says. “Because he raised the most 
incredible daughter in the world.” 


Suddenly the front door comes flying open and my dad’s 
eyes find us immediately. I’m crying and Trevor’s holding 
me tight in his arms, our faces only inches apart. 


“| knew it!” my dad says. “Getting me out of here was just a 
way to get my daughter alone. Get the fuck out!” he yells, 
charging at Trevor “Out!” 


I’ve never seen my dad so angry or aggressive in my entire 
life. He wears pastel sweaters to work sometimes for Pete’s 
Sake. 

But apparently the thought of someone trying to take 
advantage of me, or take me from him, brings out the 
masculine side of him that | knew was buried under there 
somewhere. 

“It’s not what it looks like, Thomas,” Trevor says. 


“What this looks like is you out that front door right now 
before | call the cops and have you arrested for trespassing!” 


Trevor turns and looks at me. “Everything will be okay, but | 
should go now. Let things cool off for a minute,” he says. 


“Stay,” | say. 
“No! He goes!” my dad says. 


Trevor stands and gathers his sports coat and button down. 
It seems like time stands still when he slowly puts on his 


shoes, but the minute he walks out that door time 
completely stops. 


“Asshole,” my dad says as | hear his car engine turn over. 
The car idles for a minute as it warms up and then I run to 
the window and watch the sight of him pulling out of our 
driveway, his car practically wobbling it’s so low to the 
ground and there’s still snow on the road. 


“He doesn’t have anywhere to go, dad. The road to his 
house hasn’t been cleared of snow.” 


“He can catch a flight to Timbuk-fucking-tu for all | care.” 
“Dad! No.” 

“Yes. | hate nothing more than a wolf in sheep’s clothing 
and that’s exactly what he is. Hell, | may even quit my job. | 
can’t work for a prick like that.” 

a Dad! ” 


I’m so angry | can’t concentrate on anything. 


| run up the stairs and lock myself in my room, wondering 
how this went downhill so quickly. 


| need to come up with a plan, but right now I can’t. I’m too 
emotional, especially after what we just shared. 


And if my dad has anything to say about it we’re through. 


“I'll sell the house and we'll move to another state!” he yells 
from downstairs. 


If Mr Pastel Sweater is making threats like these then | know 
this is real, and I’m really in danger of losing the only man 
I've ever loved. 


Yes, | love him...and this can’t be happening. 


CHAPTER 13 


Thalia 


The next day 


Almost as soon as Trevor left, yesterday the snow picked up 
which in turn knocked the Wi-Fi out. 


So now, even though | was able to get one of his business 
cards as a souvenir of sorts, | can’t call him. 


And with my dad sitting downstairs watching football and 
eating leftovers | have literally no one to talk to. 


I’m in my room lost in my thoughts for what’s been way too 
long now. 


Suddenly | hear my phone beep and grab it. 


The phone network is back up and | have some missed text 
messages. 


The first one is from him. 

At the hotel downtown. Can! pick you up? 
And then hours later another. 

Are you there? Talk to me, beautiful. 


Damn! He thinks I’m ignoring him or that my dad has my 
phone. And how did he get my number? 


Who cares. My fingers move quickly over my phone screen. 
Yes! I’m here. Please come and save me my white knight 
Okay, it’s a bit over dramatic, but after the way he left and 
how I’ve felt all night it’s a lot closer to being an accurate 
representation to how | feel than not. 

On my way Meet me a block down in twenty minutes? 
My breathing spikes even more. 

Definitely! xoxo 

| get dressed in something nicer and walk down the steps 
and to the front door where I get ready. | put on my boots 
and unlatch the deadbolt. 

“Where are you going in this weather?” 

“Out.” 

“With who?” 


“Whoever | want,” | say shutting the door behind me and 
walking out. 


| make my way down the block not even caring if my dad is 
watching out the window or not. 


When | arrive at the corner a minute or two later there’s no 
sign of his Ferrari, but there is a black SUV. 


The passenger side window rolls down and | see him smiling 
at me. 


| run to the car and jump in and we quickly pull away. 

| can’t help but wrap my arms around his as he moves the 
stick shift through the gears. The first red light we come to 
he throws the car in park and hugs me tight while kissing 
me hard. 

“How did you get my number?” | ask. 

“Your dad’s emergency contact on his employee paperwork.” 


| smile. 


“| was about to drive this thing through the front door if you 
didn’t answer in a few more hours.” 


“Really?” 

“No, because I’d never do anything that might harm you or 
put you in danger, but | was going to come by and pay a 
visit...in order to get my woman.” 

| hug him again as the SUV rolls away from the light. 

“Is this yours?” 

“Rental,” he says. “Way easier to navigate in this weather.” 
“But you haven’t been home?” 


“Nope. Still at the hotel downtown.” 


“Which one?” 


“The only one that’s elegant and beautiful enough to 
deserve what | need to take from you, claim from you, in the 
presidential suite.” 

A smile creeps over my face. 


“No more waiting?” | say. 


“I’m done waiting. We tried that and it got us nowhere. Now 
it’s time to make you mine... forever.” 


CHAPTER 14 


Trevor 


“These boot shoestrings are always coming untied,” she says 
as we get out of the SUV and walk up to the hotel. 


“Let me get that for you,” | say releasing her hand as | 
prepare to bend down and help out my princess with her 
modern day Cinderella slipper... at least one that’s 
appropriate for these conditions. 


“No! I’ve got it,” she says somewhat aggressively, confusing 
me. 


She steps off the sidewalk and into the snow but as she does 
| realize her shoelace wasn’t even untied. 


What in the... 


And right then as | straighten my back | feel a snowball nail 
me right in the chest. 


She takes off across the snow watching me, laughing her 
sexy little ass off. 


“Oh no you didn’t!” | say, packing up a handful of snow and 
lobbing it her direction. 


She bats it out of the air as it nears her and then prepares 
another, throwing a fastball right at me. 


| try and dodge it but she’s too good. 


“Got ya again!” she says. 
“You little devil,” | say chasing her down. 


But the moment I get my hand on hers she slides out of her 
mitten and escapes me once again. 


We're running around like two little kids, or high schoolers 
falling in love, right in front of this nice hotel. 


And when | finally do catch her we share our nicest moment 
in the snow yet. 


She falls on her back, taking me with her Immediately she 
starts doing snow angels and all! can do is roll over onto my 
elbows and watch her 

“How do you like my angel?” she asks. 


“You're my angel...always, angel,” | say. 


She giggles and | lean in and claim her mouth in front of all 
the guests having coffee and hot chocolate inside. 


They must think I’ve lost my mind. 
And they’d be right. 


I’ve completely lost it for her, and now it’s time to get lost 
inside her 


| scoop her up off the snow and she continues flapping her 
arms and | continue wondering how | got so lucky to find this 
amazing creature. 


| carry her inside much to the shock of everyone there and 
we go right to the elevator and up to the top floor. 


“I'll draw you a warm bath,” I say. 


“Oh my gosh, that would be perfect,” she says. | was 
thinking the same thing, but perfect for me. 


| want to wash her as we can finally have the romance we 
deserve in complete relaxation. The calm before the storm. 
The connection before another kind of connection. 

The one I want more than anything. 

Once the bath is good and warm | grab a couple candles 
from the main room, light them, and bring them into the 
bathroom where | turn out the lights. 


“The tub is fit for a queen,” I say. “My queen.” 


“The queen found her robe,” she says as she moves into the 
doorway from the other room. 


The soft amber glow of the candlelight makes her blond hair 
even more golden, and the skin of her face shine. 


She unhooks the towel belt and rolls her shoulders back 
allowing the entire towel, and my jaw, to hit the ground. 


“God, you are so perfect. So beautiful in every way.” 


“Thank you,” she says softly. “But I’m not so sure about all 
of that.” 


“I’m one hundred percent absolutely sure. No ifs, ands, or 
buts, including...” | say reaching out from my position on the 


floor and finding her hip, moving her around halfway “This 
incredible spot right here,” | say leaning in and taking a 
playful bite out of her rotund apple booty. 


“Hey!” she says. “Haven’t had anybody to cook for so you 
stopped eating?” 


“The only thing | want to taste for the rest of my life is you. 
Your perfectly pouty lips. Your smooth skin. Every curve, 
corner, crack, and crevice you have...and even the ones you 
aren't aware of. I’m going to take my time and find them all, 
and then find some more before | please them all over and 
over again until we’re old and gray.” 


A look of complete relaxation overtakes her as she says 
nothing, just moving closer to me as she takes my face in 
her hands lifting it to hers. 


“Kiss me,” she says. 
“Everywhere,” | say and my mouth gently finds her feminine 


lips just before | sweep her off her feet and carry her to the 
candlelit tub. 


CHAPTER 15 


Thalia 


| lean back in the tub feeling the warm wetness from the 
water, but wondering if I’m adding to it from the way he’s 
washing my hair. 

If | weren’t submerged right now I'd still be drenched. 

His hands move through my hair as he takes the showerhead 
which is attached to a hose and rinses my hair after an 
endless shampoo and scalp massage. 

| can barely breathe, let alone think straight. 


Coming to this hotel | thought things were going to be 
romantic, | want that... we both do, but not first. 


First | need him to claim me completely this time 


“Trevor,” | whimper as he tugs my hair lightly twisting it in 
his thick grasp wringing out the last of the shampoo. 


“Yes, gorgeous.” 


Gorgeous. God he knows just the right words to make me 
want him even that much more. 


“I have to admit something to you.” 


“You don’t have to tell me anything you don’t want to. | 
want you just the way you are. That’s how I know you. 


That’s how you’re perfect to me and always will be.” 
“It’s not a bad thing, it’s just a.. you should know thing.” 
“Tell me.” 

“Vve never...” 


“I know,” he says. “This isn’t going to just be our first time, 
but it’s going to be so much more. And you can know with 
absolute certainty that the first time you have my cock 
you'll never want another, not that I’d ever let you try You 
belong to me and every part of my body is yours, designed 
to please you... deeply.” 


“I'm ready,” I say. “I need you now.” 
“You have no idea what your words do to me.” 


“| do, because they do the same thing to me. | need you like 
| need to breathe.” 


“Then it’s time to breathe in the smell of your skin and your 
sex as | consume you like the sweetest thing in the world 
that you are. You’re the only woman that matters...the only 
one | think about. And that’s never going to change. It’s 
going to stay that way for the rest of our lives..” 


He pauses. 
“Now it’s time to put a life inside you and make that belly 


stick out so everyone knows who you belong to. Me 
Because you are mine.” 


CHAPTER 16 


Trevor 
| sit in the other room sipping water from a glass 
relentlessly | have to try and keep my hands busy until the 
time comes when | can run them all over her body. 
“Ready?” | ask for the twentieth time. 


“Now,” she says. 


| stand up, Knocking the glass from the table but | don’t 
care. 


Right now all I can think about is her, and how she’s going 
to look. | told her to dry off and go into the bedroom and to 
spread her legs open as wide as she could until her thighs 
hurt. 


Now I’m going to go in and stick my cock so far inside her 
she won't know where | stop and where she starts. 


Because we'll be one. United. Joined forever. 
And the baby we create will only strengthen that bond. 


| approach the bedroom door seeing it’s cracked slightly and 
| kick it open. 


Her body flexes from the startling sound and | just stop and 
take in the sight of her. 


“Fuck Picasso. Fuck Da Vinci. Fuck Rembrandt. The most 
beautiful work of art in the history of the world is you.” 


Right now Right like this. She’s the perfect woman and I’m 
the right man, the only man, ready to claim what’s mine. 


| breathe in deep, my nostrils flaring as | take in her scent 
from all the way across the room. 


| stare down her hole seeing her throbbing clit and her 
hands on the inside of her thighs, opening her lips for me. 


Mine. 
Time to make her mine. 


| move in closer, feeling the muscles in my forearms flex as 
my dick throbs with the need to mark her, inside and out. 


“I’m going to come so deep inside you when | pull my dick 
out it should come pouring out on the sheets, but that’s not 
going to happen. You know why?” 


She shakes her head tensely. 

“Because your tight, hungry hole is going to suck me dry 
and swallow down each part picking and choosing the best 
of my juices to fertilize you and make us a baby... or two.” 
“| want that,” she says. 

“I know you do. | can see it in your face, in your clit, and 


now I’m going to give you a taste of what’s to come... by 
tasting you first.” 


| slide in on top of her and open my mouth wide, engulfing 
her entire pussy | move my entire head up, my tongue 
licking her glistening lips clean and then my chin applying 
pressure in just the right spot. 


“Wider,” | say as her hands holding her open shake from the 
feeling I’m giving her. 


She’s not the only one. My cock is twitching like a madman 
that wants released from prison after years in solitary 
confinement. And he’s hungry...hungry to get what’s his. 


| put my hands on hers and open her wider, allowing the tip 
of my tongue to dive deeper as | eat her whole. If she 
thought she got clean in the tub wait until | finish bathing 
her cunt with my tongue. 


| flip her bud, pulling it inside my mouth and sucking on it 
before blowing my hot breath across it. 


She calls out my name and | growl in response. 


Her back arches and her middle pushes into my mouth as 
her hands slide out from underneath mine and find my hair. 
She grabs a hold, pulling it, before sliding her hands behind 
my head and pushing my face right into her pussy. 


The smell of her sweetness and the force of her desire drive 
me crazy and | question how much more of this | can take 
until | shoot my load right here and now. 


Never 
l'Il eat her pussy until my lips go numb she tastes so good, 


but no way I’m wasting the seed that can be used to create 
our child. 


“Trevor” she says as my hands slide around and clamp onto 
her ass, pushing her pelvis into me as she does the same. 


Her thighs hammer home on the side of my head knocking 
against my ears as her inner legs spasm and | know we're 
damn close. 


I’ve waited so long to taste her for the second time. Too 
damn long and I’m pissed. 


“Um,” a high-pitched whimper fills the room. “Uh! I’m 
gonna come.” 


“Come on me,” | say, but there’s no way she can hear me, 
only feel the vibrations from my mouth which is so 
connected to her you’d need a crowbar to separate my face 
from the tongue fucking I’m delivering. 


Her thighs clamp down suddenly and her heels find my back 
as her feet start kicking and then | feel her unleash on 
mouth and | thirstily drink her up like a man lost in the 
desert for days. And the taste of her puts me in a daze as 
my eyes close and | suck her juices into my mouth, swishing 
their stickiness around before swallowing them down. 


“Fuck yeah!” | say as her thighs release and she pulls my 
face up to meet hers. 


| kiss her hard. 
She’s breathing hard through both her nose and her mouth 
and our kiss only lasts a second. She needs air and | need to 


be inside her 


“You see this?” | say taking my dick in my hand. 


She reaches for it grabbing it hard and nodding as she 
stares at my rod. 


“This is yours and all yours and I’m going to claim you with 
it now Make you mine,” | say as | lean in and lick straight 
up her neck, tasting the saltiness from her sweat. 


“Your taste is the best of both worlds.” | pause. “Sweet,” | 
say cupping her cunt with my palm. Then I kiss slowly 
across her collarbone. “And savory.” 


“It’s my pussy’s turn to taste you,” she demands. 


“That’s why | had to empty you first...to make room for 
everything I’m going to bury deep inside you.” 


“Uh huh.” 


“Damn right,” | say and my mouth comes down hard on her 
breast, taking as much as I can inside and twirling my 
tongue around her nipple. Her elbows find the mattress and 
she presses her chest into me. 


| come off her tit with a popping sound, our connection 
broken, but not for long. Only long enough to tell her what’s 
going to happen next. 


“| want to be gentle with you. You deserve it, but you know 
that’s not going to happen. Once | slide inside you I’m 
going to lose control.” My chest rises and falls as my breath 
catches just thinking about it. 


“I'll move in slowly at first as | tunnel into your channel, 
opening you to take more of me, but once | feel you opening 
my ability to think and reason and do anything normal will 


be lost. Hell, those thoughts are damn near gone now. So 
once | get going, which won't take long, I’m going to fuck 
you so hard you can’t walk straight for a week, and your dad 
will see just how much control he can exert from you. None 
Because you are mine.” 

“Yours,” she says. 

“Mine,” | say. 

She tugs my cock forward in her tiny little hand and | mount 
her, putting the head of my dick right at her opening just to 
let her know I’m there, but not entering her yet. 

She rubs the tip through her folds, coating me, not that | 
needed any help. My cock is covered in precome, but damn 
does the sensation of my dick making direct contact with 
her opening have me on edge already. 

“Fuck, you feel so good,” | say. 

“You feel so good,” she says. 

| moan. 

“Take me. Take my virginity,” she says. 

| nod, knowing there’s no more waiting. 

| take my cock in my own hand and tip my hips back 
Slightly, lining myself up to slide right inside, all the way if 
she could handle it. 


But there’s no way that’s possible. 


“You're so big,” she says. 


“And it’s all yours... forever,” | say as my hips move forward 
and enter her for the first time. “Uhhhhh!” | yell as if l'm a 
crazed man who just won a battle 


And dammit if | didn’t, because | won the most important 
thing to ever exist. 


Her 

And the gift she was saving for me and no one else. 
“Tell me you want it deeper,” | say. 

“| do.” 

“Say it.” 

“| want to feel you deeper,” she says. 
“What deeper?” 

“Your cock.” 

“Where?” 

“Inside me.” 

“Inside where?” 


“| want to feel your cock buried deeper inside my pussy... as 
deep as it will go.” 


| growl through gritted teeth and breathe in through flared 
nostrils. 


“Yeah, baby,” | say leaning and kissing her hard. 

| move my head across her face, dragging my scruff along 
her perfectly pristine cheeks. “Then that’s exactly what 
you’re going to get,” | whisper in her ear as | flex my ass, 
pulling my dick back slowly before sliding in even deeper 
this time 

| watch as she flinches. 

“You okay?” 

“Yeah.” 


“You need me to stop?” 


“Never. More. | want more. It only hurts a little, but it hurts 
so good. You make me feel alive.” 


“And imagine what happens when | come inside you and we 
create a life together,” | say. 


“Yes,” she says her hands cupping my face as she pulls me 
in for another kiss. 


My mouth comes off hers and my back straightens as my 
hips pick up their pace, moving back and forth as | open her 
wider. 

“That’s it! Right there. Give me more,” she says. 


“More?” 


“Morel” 


| really start to get into it, giving her four inches, then five, 
then six, and before long she’s taking the whole nine. The 
head of my cock finds her spot and | leave it inside, rotating 
my hips in a circle as | lean in using my body to grind her 
hips while my dick sends sensations through the entirety of 
her walls and stimulates her G-spot. 


“Oh my god,” she says as her hands latch onto my forearms, 
her nails digging into my skin. 


“Fuck me! Fuck me!” she says and all hell breaks loose. 
My hips buck wildly as the legs of the bed come off the 
ground and slam back down in rhythm as the headboard 
rams into the wall like we're trying to break into the next 
room. 

But what’s really happening is I’m breaking in my woman 
with a good, hard first fucking that’s got me sprung just as 
much if not more than her. 


Her head flops side to side sending her hair flying every 
which way. 


| feel sweat dripping from my body as my body goes on 
autopilot ready to impregnate her at any moment. 


“Keep it down over there,” someone shouts through the wall. 
| tip my head back and roar like a fucking lion. 

“Jesus, honey. They’re possessed over there.” | hear. 

Damn right we are as | thrust into her harder feeling the 


headboard loosen from the frame and my balls tighten up 
inside my body. 


“I’m gonna come,” | say. 

“Me too!” 

| thrust twice more and on the third time | bury myself as far 
inside her as | can and let loose a moan that would make the 


biggest, baddest wolf in the forest jealous with envy. 


And then | release my geyser of juices inside her as | feel her 
body shake and spasm as she covers my cock in her cream. 


| continue coming hot jets inside her followed moments later 
by lazy ropes of come as she milks me drier than a bone. 


“Oh fuck,” | say collapsing on top of her, but keeping my 
forearms on the bed so! don’t put all my weight on her. 


She nudges my forearms with her elbows. 

“Really?” 

“Yeah. | want to feel all your weight. All your power. And | 
want to feel your heartbeat right on top of mine, in rhythm, 
just like we were.” 

“And always will be,” | say lowering my body onto hers. 
“You're so big in every way,” she says. 

“You do that to me. Only you,” I say. 


| wrap my arms underneath her and roll over onto my back. 


“Uh-uh,” she says as we change positions. 


And then we both smile and laugh, looking into each other’s 
eyes. 


“You're still hard,” she says. “I can feel it.” 

“Always for you. Always.” 

“You're not coming down at all. This is unreal.” 

“You're unreal. And let's leave my dick inside you while you 
fall asleep in my arms and then the most unreal thing 
possible will happen.” 

“We already met and got to this point so what’s that?” 

“You being pregnant with my baby.” 

“Our baby,” she says. 


“Ours,” I say. “Because it, and you...are mine.” 


CHAPTER 17 


Trevor 
The next day 


| told myself before | stepped inside his house I’d give him 
one punch. 


But he went for the stomach first, which | should have 
expected being that he’s smaller and not nearly as much of 
aman aslam. | practically had to stick out my chin so he’d 
swing at my face, still not being able to believe he wasn’t 
man enough to punch me in the face with the first one. 


With the second one he did, and landed a“solid” blow At 
least solid for what I’m guessing it feels like when he puts 
everything he’s got into it. 


But when he tried for a third | drew the line, catching his fist 
in mid air. 


| understand that he’s a father and he’s going to be angry. 
l'Il give him that and show him I’m willing to go to any 
length to be with his daughter But I’m not about to bea 
punching bag or put any thoughts in his mind that I don’t 
stand up for myself, and more importantly what’s mine. 


| Know Thalia is out in the car worrying her pretty little head 
off, but | also know this won’t take long. 


I’m here to give him one chance to accept the inevitable, or 
l'II simply take what | want. Hell, | already did. Showing up 


here is just out of respect to him, which I could very easily 
lose. 


“How long have you been fucking my daughter?” he asks. 

| keep my fingers wrapped around his fist, twisting it and 
maneuvering him over to the couch so he can sit down and 
start to calm the fuck down. 

“First of all I’m not fucking your daughter and I’m personally 
offended you chose that word to describe it. Now let me tell 
you what’s going on and what your choices are.” 


He looks at me and | can still see his anger, but he realizes 
he’s holding a losing hand. 


We're on the right track. 

“| saw your daughter at the company barbecue last 

summer. The attraction was instant and deep, but | did 
not...| repeat did not pursue her. 

Nor did she pursue me. 

| respect you as an employee and as a person and | was still 
too focused on my business. At the time I didn’t know much 
about her so | thought | would just let it go. 


But | couldn’t 


The thought of her was always on my mind. lIl leave it at 
that. 


So when | came over here for Thanksgiving what we both 
felt became known very quickly. And although this is 


happening very fast, it’s actually been building inside of us 
for months. 


Now...going forward. Your daughter and | are going to be 
together. Period. 


You can like it or not. Accept it or not. But regardless we’re 
moving forward. 


Personally, I’ve grown to like you since you so warmly 
welcomed me into your home. | appreciate that and thank 
you for that. 


But when it comes to her l'Il do anything, even if it means 
ex-communicating you in the process. 


Will | fire you? No. That’s not right. You're good at your job 
and that’s your livelihood, cut and dried. 


Now...if you bring your personal problem, if you have one, to 
work then that’s a different story. 


| will not and | expect you not to either. 


And what | expect the most is for you to respect and honor 
your daughter’s decision, like a loving father would. 


| love her with everything I’ve got. I’m going to keep her 
safe and give her the best life a woman’s ever had. | hope 
you’re there to see it. 


Now...I’m going to walk out to that SUV and she’s going to 
walk in here and talk to you. If you decide you don’t want to 
see me again then she'll walk back out and we're gone. 


If you do... well then l'Il come back inside and we can all 
handle this like adults. 


Got it?” 

He doesn’t waste any time before he starts nodding. 

“Good.” 

| stand and walk towards the door. 

“And don’t try anything tricky or sneaky like locking the door 
or trying to make her feel bad about her choice. She 


doesn’t, and... l'II be watching.” 


| step outside and motion for Thalia. She’s out of the car 
quickly, 


“How did it go?” she asks. 
“Exactly like | said it would,” | say, leaving out the part that 
it took him the second punch to swing at my face. 


Everything else played out exactly as | told her it would. 


“What should | tell him?” she asks. | can see she’s nervous, 
Shaking even, and it’s not from the cold. 


| put my hands on her triceps. “Take a deep breath with me 
and blow it out, okay?” 


She nods. 
“One..two...three... Better right?” 


She nods again. 


“Just go in there and tell him the truth. That’s all you can 
do. It’s up to him whether he wants to respect what we have 
or not. Just make sure to leave the door open so I can keep 
an eye on things. You know I'd go in there with you, but | 
respect your decision to talk to him alone. But I'll be with 
you in spirit.” | pause and she almost smiles. 


| place one hand on her chin and lift it up. “Okay, pretty 
girl?” 


She nods. 
| lean in and give her a soft kiss and she melts into me. 
“Now go get ‘em, beautiful,” | say. 


She breathes out again and walks towards the place she’s 
called home her entire life. 


Either she’ll walk back out that door in a few minutes, or 
maybe more, and we'll drive back to the hotel until my 
house is accessible. 


Or l'Il go in there and get her myself. 


But either way she’s leaving with me this Thanksgiving 
weekend. That’s for damn sure. 


CHAPTER 18 


Thalia 


As | approach my home | think back to all the things my dad 
and | have been through and | try my best to fight back the 
tears. 


And most importantly | try and fight the idea of going in 
there and telling him I’m an adult and demand that he listen 
to me, and try and accept the idea of looking at things from 
his point of view. 


The moment I step inside he stands up from the couch. I’ve 
never seen his eyes so open and his focus so sharp. 


| pause, making sure everything’s okay. He’s not the kind of 
guy to lash out at me, but in times like these you never 
know. 

“May I?” | ask motioning towards the couch. 

He nods. 


A full minute goes by before anyone says anything. 


“| was just so scared of losing you,” he says. “You’re the last 
thing | have connecting me to your mother.” 


| get up off the couch and walk over to the other, putting my 
arms around him and we hug tight. 


“Do you love him?” my dad asks in my ear in between sobs. 


| nod, Knowing he can feel my head move against the side of 
his. “Yes. Very much,” | say. 


“Do you feel like he loves you too?” 

“| know he does.” 

“And that he’ll protect you and do right by you forever?” 
“Always,” | say. 


“Then that’s all a father can ask,” he says, squeezing me 
even tighter. 


At least a minute or two goes by and he finally eases off me, 
not that | want him to. | always want to be close to him, but 
this time | could really feel his fear of loss by the way he was 
hugging me so tight. 


“You'll always have me, dad. I’m not moving out of town or 
anything. And you'll always be welcome in my life... our 
lives...if you want.” 


“I'd like that,” he says. 

“Me too,” I say. “Maybe you could even ask Trevor for bride 
price, or at least an extra week off this year,” | say and we 
both start laughing as we dab away our tears. 

“You always were so smart,” he says. “Just like your mother.” 
“| got it from both of you, dad. Any ‘smarts’ | have came 


from the both of you. Always has been that way and always 
will.” 


“Thanks,” he says. 
“Thanks for understanding and respecting my decision.” 


“It’s what a father should do. Sorry it took me some time to 
accept it.” 


“A day or two isn’t bad in my opinion. Then again...!| would 
have been concerned if you would have just let me walk out 
of here that easily with just anyone.” 


“Well | know he’s not just anyone. | saw a different side of 
him a couple mornings ago. | could already sense it then 
and | could really see it on his face when he came in here 
and talked to me, man-to-man. He does love you. There’s 
no question in my mind about that.” 


“Thank you,” | say. | pause not wanting to leave my dad 
alone, but it’s time. “I should get going now,” | say. 


“Not quite yet,” bellows out from the door. 


| turn and see Trevor standing there, his shoulders 
practically the width of the doorframe from the angle I’m at. 


“Just so you know, yesterday | left for two reasons. One | 
wanted to give us all a chance to cool off. And two...for the 
first time in years | had a little Black Friday shopping to do of 
my own,” he says, stepping into the room and dropping 
down on one knee. 


| stand up quickly, moving towards him, but the sight of him 
holding a small black box has me feeling like it’s probably 
safer if | sit down. 


And then he opens the top and a huge diamond sparkles 
catching the light outside from the snow that’s just started 
to fall again. 


“Thalia. Beautiful. Your name means to blossom, and since 
the last time | Saw you you most certainly have blossomed 
into the most beautiful woman in the world, not that you 
weren’t already. But the difference between then and now, 
is now you are officially my woman. You were back then too, 
the rest of the world just didn’t know it yet. And just like the 
meaning of your name, what we have is going to blossom 
and flourish forever Because this ring will show everyone 
that you’re mine, and l'Il spend every moment of the rest of 
my life showing you, and the world just what that means as | 
love you more than any man has ever loved a woman in the 
history of the universe. And that’s exactly what you are to 
me...the center of my universe. Marry me,” he says. 


In a few days packed with emotions and firsts this one takes 
the cake. 


| nod and he slides the ring on my finger 

A perfect fit. 

He stands and wraps me up in a big hug, so tight I can lift 
my feet up off the ground, which is exactly where they’ve 
been ever since | saw him... walking on a cloud. 

He spins me around the room, planting kisses on my face 
and when we finally stop spinning we kiss deeply for the 


first time since | accepted his proposal. 


“I've never been so happy in my entire life.” 


“Get in here, Thomas!” Trevor growls, and my dad slides in 
to join us and the three of us hug together. 


It’s the perfect ending to my crazy Thanksgiving weekend 
with my dad’s boss. 


But he’s not just my dad’s boss anymore. 
He’s mine. 
“| love you,” he says. 


“| love you.” 


EPILOGUE 


Thalia 


Three years later 


| look out my office window and watch as my dad stares from 
his desk over to his girlfriend’s. 


After getting to know my dad better, Trevor introduced him 
to a woman in our accounting department and they hit it off 
really well. 


Okay, technically Trevor didn’t introduce them but he gave 
my dad a better desk, and Barb one too, and next thing you 
know they weren’t just sitting next to each other at work, 
but also at the movies, dinner, and on the couch from what | 
understand. 


But Trevor told me it was definitely a setup. He knew they 
would be perfect for each other once he took the time to get 
to know all the people that worked for him a little bit better. 


The Monday after we got engaged he went into work and 
gave everyone an hour to participate in Cyber Monday 
shopping, which was a nice gesture. At the time he said 
they’d probably do it anyway so might as well just make it 
official and let everyone relax about it. 


But the person that was really the one relaxing was him. 


My dad told me he’s been a different man ever since that 
Thanksgiving weekend at the house | grew up in. 


That was three years ago, and boy has time flown by since 
then. 


Since then he’s started a college scholarship fund for 
employees after he learned how much it costs to send kids 
to school these days. He had no clue since he hadn’t been a 
father before. 


That’s right. 


Nine months to the day after Thanksgiving weekend we 
welcomed into the world a beautiful baby girl named, Tessa. 
She’s at home with her dad right now as we take turns with 
the parenting duties which is especially important 
considering she’s just hitting her stride as a “terrible two- 
year-old.” 


“Cute kid,” a voice says from behind me. 


| turn and see a man standing behind me that | don’t 
recognize. 


He must have walked right in my office and snuck in behind 
me while | was staring at the picture | have framed next to 
my desk. In it I’m at the ocean, holding Tessa in my arm. 
Trevor took the pic and it’s my favorite one of the thousands 
he’s taken of me...including the ones | keep on a hard drive 
in a drawer at home so I can remember how my body looked 
when I was younger, not that Trevor can keep his hands off 
of me. He loves taking pictures of me... with or without 
clothes. 


But this guy makes my skin crawl. 


“Thanks,” | say. 


“That yours?” he asks, pointing at the picture right where 
Tessa is. 


Suddenly a hand comes out of nowhere and grabs him by 
the wrist. 


“That child is ours, and if you ever try and touch that 
picture, or anything else in my wife’s office again | will break 
your hand clean off. Do | make myself clear?” 

The man nods. 

“And who are you anyway?” 

“Building inspector, sir,” he says. 

“We're up to code so you can show yourself out right now.” 
“Sorry for interrupting your day.” 

“Apologize to her,” he says. 

“Vm sorry.” 

“Ma’am,” Trevor says. 

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” he says. 


“Now get out of my face and don’t let me ever catch you in 
my building again.” 


The man scurries out of the office and Trevor leans down and 
gives me a kiss. 


“We dropped by to see if momma wanted to go to lunch,” he 
says. 


| push back my chair and look around his big body seeing 
our little Tessa over in the corner As soon as she sees that 
I’ve noticed her she starts waving. 


“I'd love to,” I say. “Let...me...just... shut... down... my... 
computer... and...I’m ready.” 


Trevor takes me by the hand helping me up out of my chair 
like a gentleman even though | don’t need it. | definitely do 
like being treated like a lady though, and it’s nice to have 
him around to express anger for me like he just did with that 
weirdo inspector guy. 


As we walk out of my office | see Trevor take Tessa’s hand 
and in my mind if flashes how perfect this must look. 


The boss of the company showing up for a surprise lunch 
with his wife, whose hand he’s holding with his right hand, 
and their daughter, whose hand he’s holding with his left 
hand. 


| wish | had a picture, but luckily it seems like Barb is on the 
Same page as we pass by her desk on the way out. 


She’s already got her phone up and she gives me a look as if 
to ask me, “Do you want me to?” 


| nod my head and watch as she takes a few pictures of us as 
we head for the elevator. 


“Is grandpa working today?” Tessa asks. 


“Grandpa already went to lunch,” I say. 

Trevor just smiles and gives me a wink. 

“We're m-e-e-t-i-n-g him,” Trevor says. 

“I know what you spelled, dad!” Tessa says. 
“What did | spell?” 

“You said we're going to eat grandpa for lunch.” 


Both Trevor and | and a few of the other employees waiting 
to use the elevator bust out laughing. 


“But first...l’m gonna eat you!” Trevor says scooping Tessa 
up in his arms. 


The sound of her giggling as her father makes an animalistic 
eating sound as he playfully moves his head around her 
body is too cute for words. 

“Don’t eat me, daddy!” she says just as the elevator dings. 
“Why not?” 


“I'm not full grown. Mommy will taste better” 


| watch as Trevor's face turns red and the other employees 
scoot away towards the other elevator door. 


We step inside, having it all to ourselves thanks to the rest 
of the staff being kind enough to avoid what might be a bit 
of an embarrassing situation. 


Or not... 


“You know what. You’re right!” Trevor says, giving me a wink 
and then he pretends to eat me too as the elevator races 
down to the bottom. 


A few minutes later we meet up with grandpa and havea 
nice lunch. So nice in fact | go into a food coma and decide 
not to go back to work. 


Grandpa doesn’t either. 


It’s good when the boss is your son in law, even though he’s 
younger than you. 


And it’s even better when your dad loves nothing more than 
to babysit his grandchild for the rest of the day. 


Which means Trevor really will be tasting me the minute we 
walk through the door of our home...if he can even keep his 
hands off me that long. 


He hasn’t been able to for three years, and | don’t expect 
anything different today. 


Just like our love. It’s constant, perfect, and just as strong 
now as it’s always been. 


And now we have our baby girl to share our life, love, and 
laughter with... forever 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Trevor 

Seven more years later 
“Who wants to give thanks?” | ask. 
“| do, dad!” Tyler says waving his hand. 
“All right, son. You’re up.” 
| extend my hands and my wife takes my right hand and 
Tyler, our seven-year-old takes my left. Around the table is 
Tessa, who is nine, Teagan, who is five, Thomas, Barb, who 
he’s now married to, and their five-year-old, Bree. 
Yeah, Thomas and Barb had a kid. It was pretty strange for 
Thalia and | at first, but when Thomas reminded me that he 
was open minded about us there wasn’t much | could Say. 
So technically Bree was Thalia’s sister, but hey... we’re one 
big happy family so it’s all good. 
Not to mention it gives Teagan a playmate her own age. 
“Thank you for the food we eat.” 
“Thank you for the friends we meet.” 


“Thank you for our blessings be.” 


“For our blessing come from thee.” 


“Happy Thanksgiving!” Tyler says. 
“Happy Thanksgiving,” we all say in unison. 
Thomas stands and slices off the first piece of turkey. 


“Is that the same electric slicer you had the first year | was 
here?” 


“It sure is. I’ve kept it as somewhat of a memento from the 
first meal we ate as a family... before our family started 
growing to what it’s become today.” 


“Who says we're done?” | ask. 


“What?” he says, looking up from the turkey “Do you have 
news for us?” 


“Not today, but you never know As much as I love Thalia 
there’s no telling if we might have another one or another 
ten.” 


“Trevor,” she says, playfully slapping me on the shoulder. 


“That’s foreplay. You better watch out,” | say, poking her in 
the ribs. 


“What’s foreplay, mom?” Tessa asks. 


“It’s like four square, for adults,” | say avoiding my wife any 
potential embarrassment. 


The adults at the table all look off in different directions 
trying not to make eye contact as we’d bust out laughing if 
we did. 


“| love four square,” Teagan says. “I want to play foreplay.” 
“Not until you’re forty!” | say, and all the adults lose it. 

I’m laughing so hard my side hurts and although I'll never 
admit it I’m half serious and half close to crying this is so 
funny. 

| never knew how much fun a family could be and all the 
crazy things that come out of the mouths of babes each and 
every day. 

And the reason | didn’t know? 


Was because | didn’t know her 


Everything starts and ends with her She’s given me a real 
life. A family to love and love to come home to. 


| used to live in a house and go on vacations to get away by 
myself and unwind. 


Now | live in a home and go on fun family adventures to 
really enjoy life and make magical moments. 


Yeah, | said magical. But I’m not getting soft. 

| just realize that that’s what kids are. 

Magic. They’re truly magic. 

The way they can surprise you so much and so often. 


Pulling a rabbit out of their bag of tricks is just the 
beginning when it comes to children. 


Especially our kids, because they take after their amazing 
mom. 


So like | said... magic. 
| reach over and put my arm around my woman. 


“I’m most thankful for you... always,” | say as I nibble at her 
earlobe. 


| feel her hand discreetly slide across my thigh as she grabs 
a hold of the steel pipe that I’m already sporting just from 
her touch. 


“I can see.” 


“Oh you’re gonna see later You know turkey has that stuff 
in it that makes people sleepy. Not me though.” 


“Tryptophan?” she says. 


“Oh you're gonna trip and fall alright. Right into my arms 
and then right on top of that thing you’ve got your hand 
wrapped around.” 


“Well put out the banana peels because | can hardly wait,” 
she says moving her head around so our two lips can meet. 


“Do we really need to eat this, when we have each other?” | 
ask. 


The kids are having fun with each other and Thomas and 
Barb are down there working on carving up the bird. It 
seems like we're off in our own little world down here, and 
it’s getting naughty fast. 


“Well, | do remember something going down right where I’m 
sitting at this very moment. Ten years ago to the day no 
less.” 

“Oh something’s going to go down all right... me on you. 
And I think we should celebrate it with a little same place 
Same time shenanigans as last time.” 

“You've got yourself a deal,” she says. 

| kiss her again, pulling back from her slowly making sure to 
gently take her bottom lip in mine so | can watch the soft 
subtle perfection pop back in place once | release it. 

| pull back and start laughing. 

“What’s so funny?” she asks. 


“Like | said... you never know with us. We just might make 
our next kid tonight.” 


“I'd definitely be thankful for that...and the experience that 
comes with it,” she says, giving me a wink. 


And so would |. Because I’m thankful for every single little 
thing about her...all day every day, twenty-four hours a day 
three hundred and sixty-five days a year. 


And even that extra day on leap year 


Because the only days on this earth that count are the ones | 
spend with her, with us. 


My wife. My life. My love. My family. 


My everything. 


Always. 


And that’s what l'Il always be most thankful for. 
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